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Our Life In Five Acts Or Less 


OUR LIFE IN FIVE ACTS OR LESS 


Sitting in a corner of the control room, Dave kept an eye on Taylor. Over the past weeks he'd noticed that his 
lover hadn't quite been himself. While Taylor was usually loud and outgoing with a crude joke for everyone, 
there was something a little.. off about him. Almost as though the sparkle had faded from his eyes or the 
bounce had gone from his step. Taylor was still there. But he wasn't the Taylor that Dave knew and loved so 


much. 


Taylor was doing his thing - bouncing around and tormenting an agitated Nate. That was what the drummer 
did. He and Nate had always been close, their bond one which had been sealed when Nate proclaimed that he 
couldn't work with two idiots in the band. One had been bad enough. Adding another was like throwing 
gunpowder on to a bonfire. Nate had nearly walked. But, over the years, their friendship had become something 
of Foo lore, a bond that occasionally bordered on the homoerotic, and one which everyone took advantage of 
teasing Nate about. 


He could hear Nate muttering at Taylor and Dave only lifted his head when the bassist tossed out a string of 


expletives followed by several threats to castrate Taylor with a guitar string. 


"Hey! Will you two cut it out? Or take it to the bathroom. | don't care which one but shut the fuck up. I'm 
tryin to work." 


The drummer turned and grinned at him and Dave saw it. Saw that the sparkle had gone from the other man's 
eyes. His smile was a little more lopsided. His eyes a litle more downturned. When he lolloped over to Dave, his 
feet skimmed the carpet more than usual. When he dropped in to Dave's lap, his skinny frame felt a little 
lighter than it normally did. 


"sup, Dave? Sad that I'm not teasing you for once?" 
His brow was furrowed with a frown. "Fuck off am |. | just want some peace and quiet” 


Taylor's hands clasped his face and his thumbs stroked over the swell beneath Dave's eyes. "I'll give you some 


peace and quiet. Just give me one thing and I'll leave you alone." 
Dave raised an eyebrow. "What would that be?" 
"One kiss, Dave. Just one kiss and you won't see me until tonight" 


He smiled and wrapped an arm around Taylor's narrow waist. Leaning closer, he gave the younger man the 
gentlest of kisses. Dave could feel himself warming to Taylor, the love that lay in his heart expanding with 
every passing day. 


But still.. Something wasn't quite right. 


Bar a single lamp in the lounge and the fairy lights that wound around the thick conifers, the house lay in 
darkness. Dave quietly walked in, a little scared of what he may find. If something truly was off with Taylor 
then he could be walking in to anything. 


The house was silent with only the hum of the kitchen appliances breaking it. Dave dropped his rucksack beside 
the stairs and hung his jacket over the bannister. His heart ached for whatever Taylor was going through. 
Following his overdose many years before, Taylor had become prone to depression and other issues. His 
immune system wasn't what it once was and travelling could bring on bouts of cold and flu. One of the reasons 
for staying in sunny California and for living such a healthy live style was to give Taylor as good a chance as 
any at battling it all. And ninety-nine percent of the time he did. He was healthy and happy and on top of the 
world. But sometimes those dips hit. And when they hit, they hit hard. 


Dave crept in to the lounge and wasn't surprised to find Taylor sitting on the couch. His eyes were focused on 
the opposite wall and he didn't even move his gaze when Dave walked up to him. In fact, he didn't respond at all. 


Crouching down, Dave looked in to the other man's face and felt his heart freeze. 


Taylor's expression was one of stony disillusionment and his eyes were still and glazed. Dave placed a hand 
before Taylor's lips and only let out his own breath when he felt the other man exhale. 


"You're still here," he murmured. "But you're not. You've gone somewhere else." He raised his voice a little. 


"Taylor?" 


The drummer didn't respond. His skin didn't twitch beneath Dave's touch and his eyes didn't flicker. His own 
gaze drifted down Taylor's body, taking in the lines of his figure. It was only when he reached Taylor's right 
hand that Dave let out an involuntary sob. 


Clasped in the drummer's fingers was a slim, yellow pill bottle. Dave didn't even need to look at it to know what 
it was. A painkiller that had once promised twelve hours of sustained pain relief was now being used and 
abused by people like Taylor, people who wanted to escape and forget for a while. People who had no need for 
it beyond addiction 


Taylor did have a need for it. Years of drumming was taking its toll on his body. Homeopathy helped to a 
degree but sometimes the pain became too much to manage. He would toss and turn at night, keeping Dave 
awake as his muscles spasmed and joints ached. Dave had lost count of how many 3am baths he'd run and 
carried Taylor to. He'd forgotten how many times he'd warmed a pack to place against Taylor's back. He 


couldn't remember how many tears he'd kissed away as, once more, Taylor's body locked up. 


So their doctor had given him a painkiller, one that wasn't addictive and which would help to relax Taylor's 


muscles. It often left the drummer cranky the following morning but it worked. 


Only Taylor had somehow got hold of one of his old prescriptions. This time he wasn't buying it off the street 


at fifty bucks a pill. He'd somehow got some doctor somewhere to write up illegal prescriptions for him. 


"Why?" Dave whispered. "Why are you going down this route again? What have | done now? What am | not 
doing for you?" He could feel tears prickling his eyes and he knew that he'd once more have to fight to keep 
Taylor with him. "This is what happened last time. You got angry. So fuckin’ angry. And, when | wasn't looking, 
you pumped yourself full of London street junk in a bid to take your life. And you had a right to be angry. | 
fucked you over so badly. | left you hurting and you didn't know where to go or who to talk to. You did what 
you had to do. But it doesn't have to be like that this time. Doesn't have to be like that, baby. Please don't go. 
Please don't do this. | can't go through it again." 


Gently he eased the bottle from Taylor's fingers and looked at the label. The prescription had been filled only 
the previous day and stated that there should be ten tablets in the tube. Shaking the little white tablets in to 
his hand, Dave breathed a sigh of relief as he counted nine. The doctors were ordered not to prescribe large 
quantities of drugs lest Taylor try to take his life again. Thankfully, whoever was writing Taylor's illegal ‘scripts 
was mostly heeding that advice. Or Taylor just hadn't told them, which was how he'd come to be in possession 
of a tube of pills. Taylor probably wanted them to numb whatever emotional pain he was in rather than for 


other, more fatal, reasons. 


Resting his forehead against his lover's hand, Dave cried. His heart was breaking as his tears fell. For so long 
he'd lived in fear that Taylor would once more try to step out on him, leaving him without a lover and with 
the whisperings that he, Dave Grohl, was a cursed and marked man. His previous best friend's suicide had been 
bad enough. But to have two on his watch would see him ostracised from the life he adored. No one would 
want to speak to him, let alone work with him, just in case they found themselves questioning their existence 


on Earth. 


With his emotions still raw, Dave struggled to his feet and wrapped his arms around Taylor's tiny frame. 
Cradling the drummer close, he slowly began to make his way upstairs and to the bedroom that they shared. 
He could feel Taylor's heart beating against chest and could feel the tiny breaths of someone who was there 
but whose mind had taken a temporary leave of absence. Dave could only hope that, come morning, Taylor had 


chosen to return 


Sleep was for the weak. Or for those whose minds were quiet. 


Dave was far from sleep. Instead, he lay beside the beautiful, and quiet, man with one hand resting on Taylor's 


chest. His eyes were focused on the younger man, watching and monitoring him for any sudden changes. 


| dont want to lose you. And you know that. You know that Ii always come running whenever youre in pain. You 
know that | wont give up on you. Because someone else sipped from my life when my back was turned. They 
didn't give me the chance to say goodbye nor did they give me the chance to savour one final moment with them 


before they kissed this world farewell And you know that | wont let that happen again 


He never left the bed, instead keeping a vigil beside Taylor's slumbering body. His own body ached, not with 
exhaustion but with the need to help someone who was so desperately hurting. Someone who may not let him 


help them. 


As dawn was breaking so Taylor woke, his body almost shuddering back in to existence. With a soft mewl, Dave 
pressed himself closer and looked in to the blonde man's face. Taylor's eyes were beginning to focus and his 
breathing became deeper as he returned to his body. Pressing his face in to the other man's waves of blonde 
hair, Dave sighed happily. 


| missed you," he murmured. "Where'd you go?" 
"Just. out." Taylor's voice was gritty with early morning exhaustion Unlike Dave, he was rarely focused much 
before midday. Well, unless it involved his bike in which case he was up with the birds and hitting the trails 


before the first soccer mom had loaded her minivan. 


Dave gave it a moment before he pulled back and rested his chin on Taylor's chest. He looked up in to the 
other man's sleep-hazed eyes and felt a pang of concern and worry dart through his heart. 


‘I'm worried about you, Taylor. You were spaced out on the couch and | found the Oxy in your hand. Why are 


you dabbling with them again?" 


Taylor glanced down at him and the look of menace that lunged across the other man's face was enough to 
make Dave retreat. Slithering to his own side of the bed, he watched as Taylor tossed the sheets to one side 
and stood up. 


"You've got no right looking at that," Taylor spat. “That's for me to deal with and you to never question” 
"But | need to know, Taylor. | need to know because of-" 


"What happened before?!" Taylor's face was filled murder and Dave could feel himself retreating. For years 
he'd underestimated Taylor's power. It was only once the drummer discovered which buttons sent the front 
man in to a frenzy that Dave had started giving him the space and time that he appeared to need. "Fuck you, 
Dave. You think I'm gonna try and kill myself again? Think lim gonna go all Kurt on you and leave you all alone? 


Do you know how often | wish that I'd fuckin’ succeeded the last time?" 
"Don't say that," Dave whispered as tears scratched at his eyes. "Please don't say that. You don't mean it." 


Taylor stepped up to the bed and leaned over it, his lips pulled back in to a snarl as he stared in to Dave's 
face. "| don't mean it, huh? How do you know | don't mean it? Do you know what it's like waking up next to you 
every day? Do you know what it's like to be constantly asked what it's like to be Dave Grohl's little puppy? Do 
you know what it's like to be so far back in your shadow that | may as well be in fuckin’ Russia? l'm fuckin’ 
tired of it, Dave. l'm fuckin’ tired of playing your game. Fuckin' tired of having to see your fuckin’ face on 
every magazine and tshirt and website and fuckin’ TV show. Fuckin’ tired of having you pull my strings to make 
me dance to your tune. You wanna be a washed up sell out, Dave? Because that's where you're heading. Rock 
n roll? You wouldn't know rock n' roll if it forced itself in to your mouth and came down your throat. All you 
know how to do is play a four chord pop hit" Taylor straightened up and a sound that felt as though it was 
being scraped out of Hell tumbled from his lips. "You're a pop star, Dave. A fuckin’ Top 40 Hollywood pop star. 
And | don't want any part of your little z-list celebrity lifestyle any more. Want to put Britney fuckin’ Spears 


on the next album? Awesome. But it'll be without me." 


With that, the drummer was gone, the bedroom door slamming in his wake. Dave's heart felt cold as he fell 
back to the bed, his blood pounding through his skull. He stared at the pure white ceiling above him but could 
think of nothing but Taylor's words. The words that were spat from the mouth of his lover hurt far more 
than anything anyone else said. If a journalist had gone on the same rant, Dave would have shrugged it off. But 
Taylor.. 


Rolling on to his stomach, Dave buried his face in the bed's pillows and sobbed, battered and broken hearted by 


the man he believed had loved him as much as he loved them. 


The black cloud of depression was setting in as Dave dragged himself from the bed. His whole body ached and 
he felt empty and vacant. He wanted to curl up and do exactly what Taylor had done; leave his body. Except 
that he wanted to do it permanently. He wanted to leave and wander the stars and find beings that understood 


him. 


Did he need to be needed? On some level, yes. So many people had walked out of his life; girlfriends, his Dad, 
Kurt. Deep down, Dave knew that he had a neediness that only being wanted by others could cure. It was a 
disease that ate away at him every day and one that he wished he could cure. But he couldn't. The only cure 
was more attention and so the cycle continued with every new project being bigger and more ostentatious than 


the previous one. 


He managed to dress and drag himself to his car. There was no sign of Taylor in the house and Dave 


suspected that he was either at the studio, out on his bike, or worse. 


The studio was empty, almost painfully so, as though everyone could sense the disagreement between Dave 
and Taylor and had decided that today was a great day to call in sick. Dave started with calling Wiley, only to 
get no reply, and worked his way through the list of other people. Everyone was the same with their phones 


going to voicemail. None of them returned his calls. 


Dave left his desk and wandered the empty building. From somewhere he could hear music playing and, as 


always, he followed his hearing. 


Taylor was lying on the control room couch with Queen blaring from the speakers. His feet tapped out the 
rhythm and he had one arm slung over his eyes. Watching him made Dave smile, his heart piecing back 
together as he remembered the goofy man who'd originally shown up to audition for his band. 


Dave remembered those days with a fondness that warmed him on cold nights. If he closed his eyes, he could 
feel Taylor's twenty-six year old body pressed against his own. He could smell the mix of Taylor's sweat and 

cologne. Could feel the other man's warm breath panting against his cheek and his lithe arms wrapped around 
his own, much younger, body. When had they become so pedantic? When had they started to slip apart? Was 


it part of growing older? Or were they letting the business ruin them. 


Kneeling by the arm of the couch, Dave leaned in and pressed a kiss to Taylor's head. The other man stilled 
and his body stiffened. 


Taylor's voice was barely a growl as he asked, "What do you want, Dave?" 


"l'm just remembering," he murmured. "Remembering what it was like when we first fell in love. Remembering 
the way you smelled and the way you felt and the way you'd smile. Now we're not like that. You've grown 
more graceful and I've grown more.." He sighed and lowered his forehead to the couch. "Boring. | understand. 


This business has eaten us up. I've become more uptight and you want an escape from it all. The drugs-" 


"Are not an escape," Taylor snapped. "| don't care what you think, Dave. They're not a fuckin’ escape. I'm getting 
old. My body aches, like all the time. Parts of me that | didn't know | had hurt. All| want is some fuckin’ relief 


from it without you being all up my ass." 
"Taylor..." 


"Fuck off, Dave. | don't need you. | don't need your pity. | don't need your tears. And | especially don't need your 
help. So fuck off, you washed up wannabe rock star. Go and write another Learn fo Fly. Or find someone else to 


fuckin’ help. Because | don't want it. Not this time." 


Dave sat back on his heels and looked at the top of Taylor's head. The other man hadn't even bothered to look 


at him. Tears prickled his eyes and he felt his chest clench as his now-fragile heart shattered once more. 


He inched away until he could use the wall to pull himself to his feet. With his hand wrapped around the door, 
Dave took one last look at Taylor. 


Unable to face being at the studio, Dave made his way home. He grabbed a bottle of whisky and dumped 
himself in an alcove that was tucked away on one corner of the house. There was a dramatic view of the 
valley but the only sight that Dave was concerned about was the bottle of the bottle that was grasped in his 
hands. 


He wiled away the afternoon slugging whisky and thinking back on Taylor and himself. Where had they gone 
wrong? Where had they drifted apart? And how true were Taylor's words? They'd cut deep, slicing apart 
Dave's heart and wounding his soul. He'd always thought that he was doing the right thing, that he was 
following his heart. But maybe Taylor was right. Maybe he had finally gone too far and become the one thing 
that he'd never wanted to be. 


"| love you," he murmured to the sky and the trees. "I love you, Taylor. I've never stopped loving you. And now 
| don't know what's happened. | don't know what's caused you to turn like this. I've never done anything to hurt 
you. Never. All I've wanted to do is make a nice little nest so that you have somewhere to feel safe and loved" 
He sniffled and wiped a hand over his nose before taking another slug of the harsh, brown spirits. "But you 
didn't want it. And I'm sorry if I've hurt you. I'm so sorry." 


He drank and talked and talked and drank until his voice became slurred and the bottle became empty. Leaning 
back against the cool brick wall, Dave watched as the scenery danced before him. The trees swayed and thick 
clouds began to roll from beyond the mountains. What was his life worth if he couldn't spend it with the man 
that he loved? All the money and all the fame couldn't buy him happiness. 


The alcohol coursed through his system, warming his blood and, for the moment, loving him when he felt as 
though he couldn't love himself. Closing his eyes, Dave let out a long sigh of relief as drink-soaked sleep took 


over. 


"Dave. Dave." 

He could hear someone saying his name. He could feel someone shaking his foot. In his still inebriated state, 
Dave groaned and shook them off. Rolling on to his side, he pressed himself against the wall and buried his 
head in his hands. 


"Dave. Come on. Wake up." 


The hand was back around his ankle and gently shaking him. He groaned a little louder in the hopes that the 


person who was trying to wake him would make like a tree and leave. 


"Dave, I'm sorry. | shouldn't have pushed you to this and | shouldn't be taking the drugs. Will you please wake 
up and talk to me?" 


Rolling on to his back, Dave opened his eyes. He blinked in the now bright sunlight and tried to make out who 


was standing before him. They were outlined in shadow with waves of hair lifting in the breeze. 

"Taylor?" he murmured. 

He held a shaking hand above his eyes and looked at the face of his angel. Tears instantly sprang to his eyes 
and he struggled to stand. The younger man caught him, his hand wrapped around Dave's arm. Dave allowed 
himself to be lead back inside. 

Taylor sat him at the table while he went to make coffee. Through bleary vision, Dave watched the younger 
man cast sad smiles at him as he filled two mugs with the steaming black drink. Placing one before Dave, 
Taylor sat down. He placed a hand on the table. 

"Dave, I'm sorry. | did some thinking while | was at the studio today and I'm so sorry. I'm sorry for lashing out 
at you like that. The truth is, | do need help. | could so easily slip back and start taking the drugs again. And 
they're so easy to get hold of. So fuckin’ easy." 

Dave nodded and took a sip of coffee. He wanted to chase away the hangover that throbbed behind his eyes. 


‘lm glad that you caught me last night," Taylor continued. "l'm glad that you knew what to do. And I'm glad 
that you made me look at myself." 


"How long have you been taking them?" he managed to mutter. 


"Couple of months." 


"And right under my nose?" 


Taylor nodded sadly and, for the hundredth time that day, Dave felt his heart break. Lifting his hand from his 
lap, Dave placed it over Taylor's. For the first time in over twenty four hours he could feel his lover's 
warmth. Could feel the pulse of their body and the tingle of their skin. Could feel the love that flowed through 
them. 


“Taylor, | will do whatever | can to help you," he softly replied. "I will walk through Hell itself to make sure that 
you can live your life to the fullest. I'm not trying to control you. l'm not trying to force you to be someone 
you're not. Everything I've done so that you can live your life in comfort and happiness. All of this is for you. 
This house, this life, me. All of it. | don't want to see you sad and hurting. | don't want to see you in pain. You 
can throw whatever you want at me and I'll take it because, at the end of the day, I'm yours. Now and 


forever." 


The younger man gave him a lopsided smile and wrapped his fingers around Dave's. For a moment they were 
silent before Taylor bent to give Dave's hand a kiss. 


"ll always love you, Dave. Always. And, while | can't take back what I've said in the past few hours, | can 
promise you that I'll be a better person" Taylor took a deep breath. "Tomorrow I'm gonna check in to a facility 


and get myself. But tonight.. Tonight will you just hold me?" 


Through the pain of his headache, Dave nodded and smiled. Getting to his feet he wrapped his arms around 
Taylor and held him close. He could feel Taylor's tears on his cheek "You know | will. I'll hold you until the end 


of time." 


The clouds had returned and thunder rumbled as they curled up together. Arms were tight around the other 
and lips touched and explored as their fingers stroked along the other man's back. Soft words of 


encouragement were murmured, the love they felt for one another taking root and growing once more. 


As morning dawned so Dave helped Taylor pack what he'd need to go to rehab. His heart was heavy but for 
entirely different reasons. Taylor was stepping out of the house and leaving him. But he'd return healthier and 
happier than before. 


They drove in silence to the clinic, Dave's right hand resting on Taylor's thigh while he drove with his left. 
Taylor stroked his hand, telling Dave everything he needed to know through touch alone. 


The clinic was a sprawling single story building hidden in the hills outside of Los Angeles. It was the place where 
Taylor would get the best care possible and would return the shining star that Dave knew he was. 


He carried Taylor's suitcase inside and stood back as the younger man checked himself in. There were tears 
sparkling in his hazel eyes when he turned back to Dave. Giving him a small smile, Dave wrapped his arms 


tightly around Taylor and held him close. 


"You're gonna be fine," he murmured. "You're gonna get well and you're gonna come out of here better than 


before." 


Taylor's lips found his throat and gave it a gentle kiss, a kiss that made Dave go weak at the knees. Oh, how he 
loved the blonde man. Loved him through their ups and downs, through their pain and arguments. And he 


hadn't lied; he'd never leave Taylor's side. 


He waited as Taylor was admitted, holding the drummer's hand as tightly as he held his heart. When a nurse 
finally came to take Taylor to his room, Dave gave him another kiss, his hand trailing over the younger man's 
back as he was lead away. Their touch didn't break until the nurse opened the door for Taylor, at which the 


drummer paused to throw Dave a warm smile. 


Yeah, everything was going to be okay. Life would come a full circle and they would begin again. 


